Bruises 


Author: Satania 


Bands: Emperor, Mayhem 


Characters: Faust, Euronymous (Øystein Aarseth) 


Relationships: A/A 
Rating: Non-adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Dec 25 2017 16:35:25 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 

Hopefully this is fluffy enough! (| tried so hard not to go the smut routel) I've seen a lot of interviews where 
Faust has defended Euronymous to an almost irrational degree (at least in my opinion) and even once claimed 
he'd kill Varg for what he did (| never saw this interview myself but in another interview he confirmed that he 
had said this) so | thought itd be funny* to write a story where defending Euronymous comes back to bite 


him in the ass. Merry Ficmas! 


(See* | am a psychopath) 


"Quel" 
"What the hell were you thinking?" Euronymous hisses as he rubs the alcohol soaked puff against Faust's skin 
The younger boy winces, his shoulders buckling both from pain and embarrassment as he mumbles out: 


"| wasn't thinking at all." 


"One moment | go to the back to retrieve some records and the next you and some no-name are turning 
Helvete into fucking demolition derby!" Euronymous snaps, throwing the bloody cotton ball into the trashcan 
before sighing and covering his face with his palm. 


Faust hangs his head in shame. It was so fucking embarrassing. The worst part was that he was entirely over- 
confident with his strength and ended up getting turned into a little bitch in front of all of his friends- and 
Euronymous at that. They had to pry the fucking bastard off of him because Faust didn't stand a fucking 


chance. 


Euronymous peaks at him from between his fingers, shaking his head before he restarts the process of 


patching up Faust's numerous wounds. 

He eschews the tweezers for his fingers this time. 

"Don't look at me like that," Euronymous says, eyeing the shirtless boy who right now seems to be the spitting 
image of guilt, "Are you at least going to explain what the fuck happened to warrant you trying to kick the 
shit out of someone in the middle of Helvete, in broad daylight?" 

Fast stopped dead: "No one told you?" 

Euronymous shook his head: "No, only that you tried to beat the crap out of some guy and failed, but | 
already saw that myself so.. | asked around but everyone says that for your own masculinity it's probably 


best if you tell me yourself, which makes me wonder if this is about me’ 


Faust feels vaguely rejoiced that it turns out he really does have true friends here at Helvete, although it 


certainly doesn't help him unconvince Euronymous that this all began because of him- even if it is true. 

"Uh." He starts off dumbly, and Euronymous cuts in: 

"Holy shit, It's because of me. Isn't it?" 

Faust's knee-jerk reaction should be to respond with indignation, to bark at him for even thinking he's that big 
of a wuss but just looking at Euronymous, and his dark, blue eyes makes Fausts body reject all common sense. 
He nods. 

"Why?" Euronymous gawks, staring at Faust like he's just spouted a second head. 

"He was saying nasty shit about youl Shit he has no fuckin’ right to he saying! He and his loser buddies just 
came in to take the piss out on all of us its not like | beat up a customer! Faust defends, the shocked look on 


Euronymous's face doesn't look any less displeased with him and he hisses: 


"Don't treat me like I'm your fucking girlfriend Bard! | don't need you defending me like I'm some kind of danmsel 


in fucking distress!" 
And for some mysterious reason that made Faust angry. 


"What the fuck did you expect from me Dystein?! I'm an extreme person with extreme fucking feelings! When 
someone talks shit about someone | like and respect what do you think I'm gonna do? Sit there and let them? 
He deserves to get the shit kicked out of him! He deserves all that and more!" /fs just a shame | was the one 
who got pummelled. 


Euronymous stands there speechless, quickly reaching out to press Faust's wounded arms back to his sides. 
Faust realizes he's began gesticulating again and bites his bruised lip in embarrassment. He looks up at 
Euronymous who's blush is so thick that's it's running down his neck and tries to form the words '/m sorry / 


was wrong: out of his mouth. 


If Euronymous thought that it was wrong then so be it. He's caused a couple hundred dollars in damages 


anyway, and if Faust is over-confident about how much Euronymous likes him as well, he just might about to 


be fired. 


Faust finally opens his mouth to apologize, only to be caught off by Euronymous suddenly throwing his arms 
around him and holding him close. 


Euronymous's body hurts against Faust's but the younger boy can't find it in himself to give a shit, he wraps 


his arms around Euronymous's waist and embraces him back. 


"No ones ever done that for me, so thank you. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you" He whispers, his voice watery 
as he squeezes Faust so close he can feel his bruises throb. The pain makes him smile though, knowing it's 


because Euronymous is hugging him like this. 


Faust doesn't know how to respond, so he just tightens his arms and crushes his face into the crook of his 


neck, breathing in the way Euronymous's skin smells. 
With a heavy sigh, Euronymous pulls away, but not without awkwardly kissing Faust on the cheek in gratitude. 


"Don't do it again though..." he mumbles, his skin so red that Faust feels considerably better about how flushed 
his skin must be. He reaches out and pushes Fausts hair behind his ears, making him realize just how tiny 


Euronymous is. 


He's so short, and so frail, with only that personality of his as a shield. He wants to tell Euronymous that 
someone like him should to be protected, because in reality it's more than just Faust believing Euronymous 


deserves respect. It runs just a little bit deeper. 


"Promise me you won't do it again, it's not worth it" Euronymous says, still uncharacteristically bashful, but 


really all Faust hears is Euronymous say: 


"Im not worth it" 


He picks up a towel and douses it with rubbing alcohol, gently patting away some of the blood on Faust's bicep. 
He focuses on the way his eyes are heavy lidded with worry, his teeth raging hell on his lower lip and Faust 
thinks that even that shield of his is worn and thin now. 


"Promise me." Euronymous reiterates, with enough panic to give Faust a sick sense of satisfaction 


"| promise.” Faust nods, knowing at that moment that he's talking right out of his ass. Euronymous picks up a 
bandage, scrunching the way-too-long sleeves of his sweater up his elbows as his shoulders tremble with 


emotions he's desperately trying to hide and Faust thinks that, yeah, yeah he definitely wouldn't hesitate to do 


it all over again. 


End 


